«A f leaf ant (fomedy, of 

ShakM.PageJ. hauc fecnc the day that yong 
Tall fellowes with their ftroke and their pallado, 

I hauc made'them trudge Matter Page> 

A tis the heart, the heart doth all : 

I hauc feene the day,with my two hand fword 
I would a made you foure tall Fencers 
Scipped like Rats, 

Hoft: Here boyes/hall we wag,fhall we wag ? 

S/W.Ha with you mine hoft. 

Exit Hoft and Shallow. 

Page: Come M.Fw^,{hall we to dinner ? 

I know thefc fellowes flicks in your minde. 

For:No in good fadne(Te,not in mine : 

Yctforall this He try it further, 

I will not leaue it fb : 

Come M.Page^i hall we to dinner ? 

Page . With all my heart ttr,IIe follow you. 

Exitomnes, 

Enter Sir John and Pitt oil. 

Fal: He not lend thee a peny. 

Pitt oil: I will retort the firm in equipage. 

Fal: Not a peny : I hauc bin content you fhould 
lay my countenance to pawns : I baue grated vppon 
my good friends for three repriucs, for you and your 
Coach-fellow Nym, elfe you might hauc looked tho- 
rough a grate like a gemi ny of Babooncs. I am dam- 
ned in he! for fwearing to Gentlemen y’are good fol- 
diers and tall fellowes : And when miflris Bridget loft 
the handle of her Fan, I tookc it on tny honefty thou 
hadftitnot. 

rf 


the merry Wines of Wind for r 

p'tftoll : Didft thou not fliare ? hadft thou not fif- 
tcene pence ? 

F4/.Rcafon you rogue } rcafon. 

Doft thou thinkc lie endanger my foule gratis ? 

In bricfe,hang no more about me, I am no gy bite for 
you. Afhortknifeanda throng to your manner of 
pickt-h atch,goe. Y ou’l not bcare a Letter for me you 
rogue you : you ftand vpon your honour. Why thou 
vnconfioable bafeneffe thou, tis as much as I can doe 
tokeepc the termes of my honor precife. 1,1 my felfe 
fomtimcs,leauing the fearc of God on the left hand, 
am fainc to (hufftc,to filch and to lurch. And yet you 
ftand vpon your honour, you rogue : you, you. 

Tift oil : I do recant, what woldft thou more of man ? 

Fal: Well, go too jaway,no more. 

Enter MtftreJJe Quickly. 

S»ic: Good you god den fir. 

Fal: Good den faire wife. 

Quic: N ot fo ant like your worfhip. 

Fal: Faire maid then. 

Quic: That I am lie be fworne,as my Mother was 
The firft houre 1 was borne. 

Sir,I would fpeake with you in priuate. 

F4/:SayonIprcthce, heeresnonc butmyowne 
houfhold. 

Sluic: Are they fo ? No w God blcfle them,& make 
them his feruants. 

Sir,I come from Miftris Foord. 

Fal So, from mifttis Foord. Got on. 

Qtftci I fir ,(he hath fent me to you to let you 
Vnder ftand ihe hath rcctiued your Letter, 
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